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A Little Talk 


Author's Notes: 
One of my biggest pet peeves is people acting like Jon\'s solo work is the same as the band\'s work Universal 
is releasing a set of 3 Bon Jovi albums, except one of the albums in the box is a Jon solo album. | needed to 


vent. 


Jon tenses when | come up behind him in the shower, wrapping my arms around his stomach and pulling him 
against me. Good, be scared. You'll listen better if you're scared. 


"Wha-" 
“Shut up." 
"Tico, what are -" 


"| said shut up" | push him up against the wall and | swear to God he squeaks. Ridiculous. He tries to fight me 
off, which is a pretty hopeless endeavor. He's in good shape, but his job doesn't require having strong arms 


the way mine does. 
"Tico, get off. Ow!" My hand tangles in his wet hair and pulls his head back hard. 


"If you don't shut up I'll hurt you." He whimpers, the look in his eyes letting me know he's figured out I'm not 
fooling around. "We need to have a talk." 


| let go of his hair, keeping him pinned against the wall with my body. "And by that | mean I'm going to talk, 
you're going to listen, and if you're really good | won't bother with any other methods of making my point. Got 
it?" He nods. "Good" 


He's trembling against me, and it sends a little rush through me. Little shit's so intent on being in charge and 


having everyone do what he says, having him scared and vulnerable like this makes me feel downright Godly. 


"| don't say anything when you're the only person in the band people can name. | don't say anything when the 
magazines just want you on their covers. | didn't even say anything when your goddamned solo song went on 


our greatest hits." 
"| didn't - " 


"Shut. Up. You know that was bullshit, and you know putting it on there was pretty much saying that Richie 
and David and | don't mean shit as long as you're singing. Thats a crock of shit, but you didn't care because 


you weren't the one getting told you didn't matter. And | didn't fucking say anything.’ 
"Tico, it wasn't - " 


"Stop talking, Jon" | push him harder against the wall, and his eyes slide closed. He starts shaking again - | 
hadn't noticed he'd stopped. The way his water-slick body is moving against mine and the heady rush of power 
have gotten me hard, and if Jon doesn't start listening to me, he's going to have to deal with it. Not my 
problem, | did warn him. 


"But this one is too goddamned much. Your fucking solo album doesn't belong in a collection of fucking band 
albums. And you know that. But you didn't fucking argue when they brought it up. Let the label slap us in the 


face, tell us we don't matter, as long as Jon Bon fucking Jovi gets to feel important.” 

"| didn't - it wasn't - Tico, | - " 

“Shut the fuck up, Jon" My voice is more of a growl now than anything else. He whimpers, his lower lip 
trembles, and then there are tears rolling down his cheeks and he's shaking harder against me. | don't think I've 


ever seen Jon cry - another rush of power, and my cock surges. He whimpers again 


"Are you scared, Jon?" | lean in so l'm speaking right against his ear. He nods slowly, fingers curling and 
uncurling against the tiled wall. "Good." 


| grab his arms and raise them above his head, holding his wrists together with one hand. "If you don't hold 
still, I'm going to make everything a lot worse for you. Understand?" He nods, biting his lower lip, body shaking 
and breath hitching as he tries to get his crying under control. t's a fucking sight to behold. 

| pull back and stand to the side, lifting my hand. If he'd open his eyes he'd see what | was doing and get a 
chance to brace himself, but | don't tell him that, just bring my hand down hard on his ass. He yelps and tries 
to pull out of my grip. 


"You." 


Smack. 


Smack. 

"Whole." 

Smack. 

"Fucking." 

Smack. 

"Band." 

He's shouting, garbled nonsense with the occasional desperate plea for me to stop. His ass has turned pink 


under my assault, and my hand stings. My cock is throbbing and dripping, his pleading only increasing my 


arousal. 
"| told you to hold still." 


| bring my hand down one last time, right on the crease where ass meets thigh. He screams, pulling harder 
against my hand on his wrists. | keep hitting him there, watching the skin turn pink, listening to him sob and 


beg. One last smack, and he shrieks. His back arches, and when | look over | see cum spurting against the wall. 


Ah, so | wasn't the only one enjoying it. | can't hold back a smirk as | press against him, a choked sob wrung 


from his throat as | rub my hard cock against his sore ass. 


"You little slut" He hangs his head, blush covering his face. | loosen my grip on his wrists enough to turn him 
around and push his back against the wall, not missing the grimace as he's pressed into his own come. | lean 
forward and kiss him hard, fucking his mouth with my tongue. He tries to pull away, but he can't go any 
farther than the wall. His tongue tries to push mine out but I'm not having it. 


| pull back suddenly, leaving him gasping for air. "Get on your knees.” 

"Tico, | - " 

"Get. On. Your. Knees. That wasn't a suggestion" | let go of his wrists and step back, and he drops to the floor. 
"Teek, please, don't - " 

| tangle my fingers in his hair, pulling hard to shut him up. He whimpers and tries to pull my hands away. 

"If you bite me, Ill hurt you." | push my cock against his lips and he closes his mouth tightly. One hand still 
tangled in his hair, | pinch his nose shut and pull hard on his hair. He whimpers once, twice, then has to open 
his mouth to breathe, | push my cock past his lips and oh God it's hot and wet as anything. | don't give him 
time to adjust, just start pumping my hips in and out. | pull back slightly when he gags and give him a second 
to calm down, then start fucking his mouth again. His whimpers and moans around my cock are incredible, and | 
can't hold back a moan when he actually starts sucking. It's not long before | pull out and pump myself with a 


couple hard strokes, groaning as my cum splatters on his face. 


At least he had the good sense to close his eyes, | hear getting come in your eye isn't a pleasant experience. | 
let go of his hair with a push and he falls back against the wall, crying softly, wiping the cum from his face. 


"lm glad we had this little talk, Jon. | knew you'd see it my way." | tell him over my shoulder as | leave him 


alone to compose himself. 


